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THE PRESIDENT’S MESSAGE 


The number of research studies devoted to a consideration of 
the impact of college upon students is comparatively limited. Some 
of the conclusions thus far developed, however, are disturbing, to 
say the least. There is a measurable gain in knowledge acquired 
by the student during his college years, but other findings indicate 
that in the usual college situation there is little if any change that 
takes place in his attitudes with respect to social, political or eco¬ 
nomic values. Apparently, what change does occur results not so 
much from the student’s exposure to the teacher but rather from 
association with members of his peer group. In other words, the 
attitudes and opinions of fellow students are the most persuasive 
factors in shaping the views of the average student. 

Santa Rosa Junior College holds its primary function to be 
the development of intellectual curiosity, integrity, and accom¬ 
plishment. We should hope that you have reexamined your beliefs 
and reflected on your attitudes in terms of an honest attempt to 
bring your knowledge to bear on these matters, that you do not 
simply assume as your values those which happen to be cur¬ 
rently popular. 

What point in a college education otherwise? 


Randolph Newman 
President 





BOARD OF TRUSTEES 


Left to right: Dr. Robert S. Quinn, Bernard C. Plover, Robert A. Shone, Norton Forsyth, N. Warne Lark. 


















BOARD OF TRUSTEES 


The Santa Rosa Junior College Board of Trustees is a dedicated group 
of enthusiastic, prominent business and professional men living within the 
Junior College District. These men, unselfishly and without remuneration, 
offer much of their valuable time to govern the College under the laws of 
the State of California. 
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Graduate Manager 
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Steve Martin (Student Body President) 
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Executive Cabinet left to right: 

Pat Sutton 
John Koeberer 

Darrell Lewis also Student Body President) 
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HOMECOMING 







HOMECOMING QUEEN 


MISS ROCHELLE LEGGE 
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HOMECOMING QUEEN CANDIDATES 



Rochelle Bowman Franny Lou McCormick Pam Radcliffe Kathy DeVoto 
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FALL PLAY 

Caine Mutiny Court Martial 



Adm. Blakeley (Rick Brown) looks on as Lt. Challee 
(Jerry O Brien) hears Queeg’s story (William Ingram). 


























CAST 


iy 

D 'ck Hartwig (Lt. Maryk) 


r0n '' (Copt. 


S °utha rd) 


John Nelson (Urban) 


Ron Gloeckler (Dr. Lundeen) 







IN SPRING A 
YOUNG MAN’S 
FANCY 
TURNS 
TO 

THOUGHTS 

OF 


SPRING 

ACTIVITIES 








SBC Trying 








some people like it 














some people don’t 


Photograph by Joe Price. (Courtesy of The Press Democrat) 








Larry Wight takes annual mud bath 


and in just two seconds . . . guess what? 


“Say, you look awfully clean. How . . 


“Daddv. what kind of fish is that?” 
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FALL SPORTS 
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Walker grinds out yardage 


Franci snags another one 


Olgesby goes in for the score. 


Bagiuo leads way for Raines. 






rssr 


Bagiuo jars ball loose in Prune Bowl action. 


Co-Captains Bagiuo and Shelton talk over strategy with 
Coach Mastin before Prune Bowl Game. 








MOST VALUABLE 
BACK 


1963 Prune Bowl 


Homer receives his Most Valuable Back Trophy 


Mascorro break away for a big gain 


W it 

% w 





PATRIN 

STAFF 


mm 


Left to right: Lane Tremblay, Don Edwards, Julie 
Carlson, Editor; Irene Gonzales. 


Left to right: Jerry O’Brien, John Pearson, Alma 
Sierra, Barbara Johnson, Mr. Hawkins, Advisor. 


Pat Burke, Quill and Parchment Editor; Julie Carlson, 
Patrin Editor. 
















































Special diets again 


Freshmen 


Small group discussions 


What film this time? 


Instruments set 


Advanced Med-Surg 


This won't hurt, Sharon 


The Santa Rose Junior College 
School of Nursing succeeded the 
Sonoma County College of Nursing 
in 1945. Students in Nursing follow 
the college calendar for two aca¬ 
demic years. The program com¬ 
pleted at the time of graduation 
from the Junior College. The suc¬ 
cessful completion of this program 
entitles the student to apply for 
State Board Examination for certi¬ 
fication as a Registered Nurse. 


Scrubbing 
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Down this road lies the unknown 


We’re ready for anything 


Smile for Elena 


Soc. Ser., Psych. Nurse, When charting 
please use the nurse’s notes. 


What every S. N. needs to know 
ping pong. 


What’s the ioke? 


If you have an overactive pt. give 
Thorazine as ordered. 


Dr. Kennedy stated that's the pathway 
to a higher education. 


Dr., Psych Tech., R. N., S. N 
close knit team. 


K. Sukhon, Soc. Serv. Aftercare— 
What are your plans for this pt? 


R. Golden, R. V. Counselor, I need 
vocation rehabilitated. 


Home sweet home for 
nine weeks. 


This S. N. is harder to handle 
than the patients. 






















QUILL AND PARCHMENT 









people 


The world is made of 
People 
who 

value things 
and need. 

They want imagination 
creation 
fear 

wisdom and regimentation 

But they live in houses with dirty walls 
and it only rains outside. 

Creation constructs no boxes 

but it has an inside that isn’t empty 
though it holds nothing. 

The world is made of 
People 

and they come in different kinds , 
or think they do and hate. 

For they live in houses with dirty walls 
and it only rains outside. 


—Anonymous 








if you can at times 



Pity progress 

Avoid scholasticism 

Liberate the senses 

Indulge in honest sarcasm 

Seek direction in inner motivation 

Dispose of the formula of Time 

Question materialism 

Discover multitudes of paradoxes 

Establish self-knowledge in sensory reflection 

Find humor in definition 

Negate reason 

Draw aesthetic inspiration 

Disparage omni-empiricism 

Respect the unknown 

Damn objectivity 

Seek direction in inner motivation 

Embrace subjectivity 

Examine the subtle life-forces 

Intimidate social convention 

Enter into the enigmas and contradictions of 

mankind. 

Dispel all impractical illusions 

Capture the poetic creation 

Distrust personal reflections 

Note natural motivation 

Examine the single Fact—the theory Truth— 

as presented 

Discredit the institution 

Lose faith in emotion and reason concurrently 

Grasp the essence of controversy 

Maintain discrete silence 

ad infinitum 

then you will be thinking. 


—Donald Robinson 




a transition 


• • • 


or something 


Two men sat in the railroad car. One had been a man for a long time; the other was just beginning to think 

of himself as a man. The train they were on was headed for Chicago. The old man spoke. “On your way to the 
big city, eh?” J 


“Yes,” said the boy. “I’m getting a bus there for California.” 

“Going to college?” 

“Yes,” said the boy. 

The old man took out a pack of cigarettes. “Want a smoke?” 

“No thanks, I don’t smoke.” 

A kid your age who doesn’t smoke! That’s kind of rare. You going to some big university out there?” 


“No, it’s 
of school.” 


a small college. I live out there. I’ve been here visiting relatives, and I’m going back for the start 


he conversation stopped for a while, and the boy looked out the window at the green cornfields and the flat 
horizon that was broken here and there by trees and houses. He thought of how they would be soon covered 
with snow. He wondered how it would feel to live where there was snow. He remembered the few times he had 
been on ski trips in the Sierras and how good it felt in the beginning and how miserable it felt by the end of the 
day, trudging up the trail to the lodge. His thoughts came back to the present when he looked down at the seat 
and saw a copy of the Chicago Tribune someone had left there. He looked at it and picked it up. 

The old man looked at him. “There’s a paper I can’t stand,” he said. “Say, where abouts do you live’ You 
live anywhere around LA?” 

“No, I live around San Francisco,” said the boy. 

Oh yeah?” said the old man, “I was stationed at Mare Island in the war, the first one, you know You know 
about Mare Island?” 


“Yes, I’ve heard of it,” said the boy. 



“It’s still there. What do you know? Boy, the times we had in Frisco! That was the best place to 
then. In the navy and on the west coast. No U-boats on the west coast. ‘Course we all wanted to fight, 


were pretty mad about it, but it was pretty lucky in the long run.’ 

The boy thought about that war and was about to say he had 
read a little about it in American History, but he thought the old 
man would think he was being smart or something. 

The train began to enter the city. The buildings began to loom 
up on all sides, higher and higher. The train went into a sort of 
tunnel, and it was dark for a while. Then the train passed a lot of 
railroad cars and engines and finally stopped. The two men got off. 
The old man said “Good luck!” and was gone. The young man, 
the boy stood for a minute and thought about the summer and 
how it seemed to a kind of transition between his youth and the 
new world he was entering. The old man seemed to be a climax of 
the transition. The boy could not quite know what it all had meant, 
but he was sure it meant something. 


be back 
and we 


—James Frame 









Under the spreading deodars rise and fall the bodily 
empire of Jack Thomas and Lovely Linda just plain 
Linda not Linda Sue or she does the twist only when 
successfully alcoholed which is a verbal process perme¬ 
ated by a distinct criterion reactant moved through a 
screen of progresssive distillation of fried eggs leave 
a terrible stain on the dance floor not to mention the 
pastor’s nose which glows from an over-zealous sacra¬ 
mental procedure relegated by reading excerpts from 
Lolita which were found in a hymnal after choir practice 
no longer releases celibate tensions of the mystical frog- 
women laying on cloudy water croaking to their ancestral 
myriad. 


—Mark Cheney 





by Gerald T. Cartier 

The social, cultural, and political framework of the Planet Mars is indeed 
baffling and complex to the newcomer from Earth. However, we of the Second 
Martian Expedition after only six fascinating months here have learned not 
only to understand the Martians and their way of life, but the consensus of 
opinion of our team feels we have gained great insights which upon proper 
analysis and reflection, will assist the inhabitants of Earth immeasurably. 

Their social problems and way of life seem at first unbelievable. How¬ 
ever, it does not require much imagination to realize that the life we find 
on Mars is but a logical projection of our own society perhaps 500 or 1,000 
years hence. In attempting to outline the similarities and differences of their 
problems and ours, the sociologist must, if the story is to be meaningful to 
the earth-reader, relate or explain their similarities and differences in a socio¬ 
cultural context. 

So, to begin the story, let us start with a few brief statements which will 
provide the background: 

One great factor has influenced development of Martian society—that 
of geography. Precisely 96% of the surface of Mars is uninhabitable due to 
complete absence of water and dry climate comparable to the most barren 
deserts found on earth. True Martian civilization, then, we find located in 
exactly thirty bubble-topped cities distributed rather uniformly along a 
narrow temperature zone corresponding to about the 42° parallel on earth. 
All the cities are known as Xupos, which translated into English means 
“watering place.” Each city is numbered, one to thirty; Xupos I being the 
largest and Xupos 30 being the smallest. 



Since the first Martian Expedition did a great deal of research in Xupos 
I, it was deemed logical that we conduct our research on Social Problems 
here in Xupos II. 

The political structure on Mars is as follows: There is a governing coun¬ 
cil in each Xupos, composed of twelve Martians, six men and six women. 
They are called Xors, which means, in English “ruler of philosopher-scien¬ 
tists.” They meet once a year in Xupos I. There they elect a primary council 
consisting of thirty Xors, one from each Xupos. The social structure is 
basically as follows: 

1. The Xors, or ruling elite. (Rulers of Philosopher-Scientists.) These 
rulers are selected by the Primary Council and originate from the 
second class known as: 

2. TheXites (Philosopher-Scientists). 

These Martians compose the entire urban population of Xupos 1-30 
and in effect compose about 97% of the entire population on Mars. 

3. The Ayors (Workers). 

These Martians are a specially bred race totally unlike the Xors or 
Xites. They are conceived in Ayor Laboratories in each Xupos, and 
have artificially implanted physical and mental characteristics which 
make them especially suited for work in areas outside the temperate 
zone. Their work outside the temperate belt is mainly directing the 
machines which do the mining of uranium ore necessary for the 
machines in Xupos. 

As the above breakdown of classes indicates, the real population of 
Mars consists of Xites (97%) with the Xors and Ayors making up the other 
3%. This, in effect, means there is really only one social class on Mars 
inasmuch as the Ayors are a totally different race, and the Xors merely the 
wisest of the Xites. 

Let us examine the Xites. 

If one word had to describe the Xites, that word would be “intelligence. ,, 
These Martians are, to a great extent, products of an industrialized tech¬ 
nology far exceeding that of Earth. They literally perform no manual labor. 
Their highly automated industry has created machines to do every con¬ 
ceivable chore. In addition, they have machines that run machines, machines 
that make machines, and machines that repair machines. However, the Xite 
man on the street is not bored, nor does he search desperately for distractions. 





The world of entertainment as it is known on earth, does not exist on Mars. 
Mars society long ago discarded the arts as mere sensual escape mechanisms. 
Somehow, through the centuries, the Xite man and woman have learned to 
conquer themselves. Let me hasten to add that this does not mean he is a 
cold creature without feeling or expression. On the contrary, he is a very 
happy person; passionate and with a sharp sense of humor. What is unique 
about the Xite society is that they are all: man, woman, and child, happy 
and passionate about the same things. They symbolize what might be called 
the “intellectuars utopia.” Characteristic of their extremely high degree of 
intelligence is a complete and almost mystic awareness of everything around 
them. They are alive to everything with which they come in contact. Yet, 
despite this responsiveness to every stimuli, they are not distracted by any 
of it. It is as if they have sublimated all desires to the pursuance of one high 
and lofty goal; namely, wisdom. They exhibit no feelings of aggressiveness, 
hostility or frustration. Despite the absence of any form of religion, they seem 
to be supremely content and at peace with themselves. In effect, their society 
seems to be pervaded with a kind of “Intelligence-Love Atmosphere.” This 
collective consciousness exists without ever being mentioned; it is taken for 
granted by each and every one of them. Indeed, it seems that although ade¬ 
quate testing has not yet proved it, this extremely high and noble “intelli¬ 
gence-love” feeling is innate in the Xite. 

What then is the Xite interested in? As we have noted, he is totally 
without feelings of aggression or anxiety, and yet there is no one in the uni¬ 
verse we have yet encountered who is as supremely motivated as the Xite. 
He is consumed (but contentedly, peacefully consumed) with the ever-con¬ 
tinuing search for ultimate Intelligence, ultimate Love, and ultimate Truth. 
It is to this point that we found ourselves constantly returning; i.e. the point 
of motivation. This was the deepest puzzle for us to piece together. 

Just try to envision the situation. Here are the Xites with literally no 
work to do. (The complete history of the Martian labor movement to achieve 
a workless week was found at the Martian National Archives. We see that 
the last official Primary Council Proclamation on a National Work Week was 
in the Martian year 1705, when it established a one hour work week for all 
Xites. (Just how and when the one hour week disappeared is not recorded.) 

But the situation now on Mars is quite obvious. There is no unemploy¬ 
ment for there are no jobs. Yet the Xites stay busy studying, meditating, 
researching, and in general being contentedly active. 








One of the very few exceptions to this intensely individualistic mental 
activity of theirs occurs every day at twelve noon. At this hour, all Xites on 
Mars gather around their Tele-fax sets and watch the primary hour. The 
format of the program is always the same; the first seven minutes originate 
from various Xupos and surveys all evolving philosophic and scientific con¬ 
cepts. The remaining forty-five minutes is always a lecture on either a philo¬ 
sophic, scientific, or metaphysical topic. After six months of watching the 
Primary Hour, our research team observed that the majority of lectures were 
concerned with the meaning of life. This observation has helped us to formu¬ 
late a major hypothesis which will be stated at the end of this report. 

So, with no work to do, no unemployment problems, we logically pro¬ 
ceeded to investigate how they receive the economic means to exist. The 
answer was simple and to be expected. The government supplies all citizens 
with a supply of “Omni-pills” which take care of their dietary needs. Included 
in the pills is a “Repro-depressant” agent which maintains a reproductive 
ratio of 1.4, thus insuring a stable population. 

It was at this point in our research that we first learned of the compul¬ 
sory “All Martian Social Program.” This program at first shocked most of 
us but after thought and considerable research at the National Archives we 
now unanimously agree that: 1) the program is merely a highly refined and 
organized evolvement of what is currently taking place at the present time 
on Earth, and 2) after much study, research, observation and argument be¬ 
tween ourselves, there is now a majority opinion within the team that the 
“Program” is necessary. This realization has led us, incidentally, to the formu¬ 
lation of a second major hypothesis. 

In brief then, what is the “All Martian Social Program?” Every Martian, 
that is, every Xupos, Xite and Ayor during the first year of life, at the height 
of the oral dominance stage, received a sugar lump containing a “behavorial 
tranquilizing vaccine.” This vaccine remains constantly active during the 
life of the human organism. It affects the development of every behavioral 
trait, either inherited or acquired. It immediately reduces to a negligible 
degree all feelings of alienation, hostility, aggression, rebellion, and frustra¬ 
tion. The vaccine has certain other characteristics. Genetically, it has been 
observed to exert a “levelling up” process upon each succeeding generation. 

In addition, the vaccine (which has been in use on Mars for the last 250 





years) while depressing negative traits and feelings at the same time increases 
the sensitivity of positive traits and feelings and imparts to the individual a 
deeper awareness and insight into his own nature. (Our Psychologist notes 
the similarity here with the drug Mescalin and LSD-25 which first attained 
widespread use on Earth in the late 1960’s.) 

The attempt to evaluate the vast effects of the long term use of the 
vaccine is staggering to the imagination. For instance, we find a complete 
absence of war (the last war took place just prior to the discovery of the 
“B^avioral Tranquilizing Vaccine”—250 Martian years ago). The word 
war however, is still an active part of the Martian Vocabulary since they 
follow with keen interest the wars of other planets. Incidentally, the Mar¬ 
tians have been able to repel all hostile invaders by merely regulating the 
positive and negative charge on an artificial band of electronic particles 
encircling the planet. One other extremely significant fact to be considered 
is that most of the truly great scientific and philosophic break-throughs have 
occurred during the last 250 years, which must lead us to our third key 
hypothesis. 

The use of this vaccine has resulted in the elimination of alcoholism, 
dope addiction, crime, prostitution, and juvenile delinquency. As a matter of 
fact, statistics supplied us by the Martian Bureau of Information, together 
with our research, extensive interviews and clinical observations all tend to 
corroborate the view that there are no social problems on the Planet Mars. 
This conclusion has been extremely difficult for us of the Second Martian 
Expedition to accept, as it is entirely outside our own frame of experience. 
However, as there is no evidence of problems on Mars, we thereby conclude 
with the following three key hypotheses which we feel will be of great value 
to those on earth who care to study the implications inherent in them. 

1. That society is incapable of truly conquering itself from within and 
must therefore, rely on some external device such as a drug or vac¬ 
cine which will do the job for them. 

2. That true, pure, and full intellectual activity and passion is possible 
only when the lower emotions and sensualities are eliminated. 

3. That the one great motivation which gives man the reason to live 
and to strive is the search for a meaning to life and that though 
unanswerable, the quest itself provides its own justification. 





An Ornament 



0 timeless thing what form is thine 
that it should weigh in hand of mine 
like fine grained sand 
from under a black, black sea? 

Who carved thee? 

What hands wrought thine? 

What lips said, “Done” 

then were then themselves undone. 

What thing upon a chariot, 
or set within a throne? 

Wert thou grasp upon a staff 
for hands of knarled bone? 

Wert thou once some proud, vain maid — 
enchanted by the sea — 
who lingered there to gaze in it, 
and foundeth naught but thee? 

Are you yet a lover’s heart 
sworn on gods above, 
to live within a shell of stone 
never again to love? 

Art thou oath, face of maid 
or kingly company? 

Or but a figure, cast of chance, 
from out the black, black sea? 

Anthony Fedanzo 


lJ 









MAN 

IN EVOLUTION 

—Anonymous 


Man, as most people will agree, is the most highly evolved of all life present on earth. Can man evolve further? 

An anatomical study of Man will show the deficiencies in Man's composition. Man's foot, for example, is 
subject to fallen arches; Man's back is subject to strain in the lumbar region; Man’s coronary system can not 
cope with the life long battle against gravity. It seems that if Man is allowed to evolve naturally, these difficulties 
will be perfected through the processes of natural mutation and selection of breeding and, to some extent, Darwin's 
theory of “survival of the fittest." With these changes, and others like them, Man will still be Man: the only dif¬ 
ference being that he will suffer less. If, in perhaps half a million years, such changes have fully occurred, will 
Man be able to evolve further? 

Man, as the highest evolved being alive on earth, lives on a bio-cultural basis. That which makes Man dif¬ 
ferent from all other animals is that Man has the mental capacity to solve his problems by culture instead of 
biology. Man, however, is linked unmistakably to the lower animals in his biological body constitution. Man, 
despite his intellect can not remove himself completely from the animalistic needs and desires of biology. Man's 
most important quest—like that of all animals—is for food. His body processes—like all animals—is centered on 
the conversion of food to energy. Man—like all animals—must breathe, copulate, and sleep. With culture, how¬ 
ever, man keeps himself warm, learns, teaches his young, lives in communities. Man is finding more and more 
ways to substitute culture for biology. He has used cultural clothing instead of biological fur. He is seeking and 
discovering ways to produce food synthetically by his culture instead of biologically from the land. Perhaps Man, 
m another million years, by the same processes of natural mutation and selected breeding along with the “sur¬ 
vival of the fittest," will be able to exist on culture alone. If this happens, Man will no longer be Man. 

As the virus was at the crucial point in being both alive and what was before, perhaps Man is at the crucial 
point of being both alive and what lies beyond. 






The Joy of Smoking 
or 

Random Thoughts 
on 

Being a Teenage Sinner 


by Charles Forni 

In the beginning, I was decidedly against it. 

Smoke? You? Never, Charlie. Remember those long years of childhood, during which your parents smoked... 
and smoked, and smoked? How can you forget those long rides on twisty country roads you went on when you 
were a kid ? There you were in the back seat, too small to see out the windows, while your parents and their 
friends surrounded you. The distinctive feature about the friends which you remember was that they each smoked 
about seven cigarettes at the same time. And as the ride dragged along, the cold rain beat down all along, so the 
windows were rolled up and the heater droned away. 

Due to this environment of heat and smoke, my youth often contained some physically green moments. I Was 
Held Prisoner In A Traveling Smokehouse? But back to The Smoker's True Confession. 

As I staggered into a tree at our destination, it was suddenly obvious to Mom and Dad that I had some¬ 
thing on my mind. I expressed my problem in the least uncertain terms contained in my 5-year-old vocabulary, but 
my parents were unable to give up smoking just because it made their son feel like a processed ham. Right then, 
I vowed that since smoking made such a slave out of the smoker, I would not ever smoke. The poor smoker cannot 
cut down on his intake, I thought. Besides, he has to pay good money for his cigarettes; I decided that an average¬ 
smelling cigarette could be made for free , maybe from a blend of fragrant horse hair and aged bat guano. But . . . 

As time went on, I experienced the everybody's-doing-it-why-aren't-you phenomenon. So, one night in my 
seventh year, I accepted my father's casual invitation to try his cigar, simply because children think they can 
usually out-perform adults at any physical task. In an epic of forced naivete, I fingered the cigar, trying meanwhile 
to remember which end belonged in the mouth. As soon as I decided upon the soggy end, I started to put the stogie 
into my mouth. 

I had built up my confidence in the whole process when my Father broke in: “That's right. Now, puff in." 

Me: “Puff . . . in?" 

“That's what smoking is; it’s not just holding a lit cigar, you know." 

“Puff . . . in?" 

“Yes." 

At this point, I placed the cigar in my mouth, making small undulating movements with my cheeks. 

“No," my mother offered the smiling suggestion, “try taking a DEEP BREATH." 

“Oh, so that's how it's done," and I responded further by getting an airtight grasp on the cigar. Deep 
breath? O.K.! 

I took in a hearty, 8-second inhalation. Before I finished drawing in, I found shortly, I had completely re¬ 
placed all the air in my stomach, digestive tract, windpipe and lungs with smoke such as one finds in a burning 
pile of tennis shoes. I didn't know what young smoking meant until I cockily put down the cigar butt, smiled tri¬ 
umphantly to the company, and started to exhale . I say ‘started to exhale,' because this exhalation took ten 
minutes which I never again wish to repeat. 





There I was, smartly returning the stares of the onlookers, when I became aware of my real condition. It 
started with a paralysis, which froze me in the midst of a step, hand outstretched. The only things I could move, 
according to observer’s reports, were my eyes, which steadily widened, and my mouth, which opened and shut, 
releasing smoke puffs which blanked out my face from view. I needn’t discuss the coughing convulsions which fol¬ 
lowed; nor do I need to say how I tasted that damned cigar for 2 months; the point is that my parents had put 
their message over with a wordless eloquence I remembered for a long time. 

Many years passed before this lesson on smoking faded from my mind, but . . . you’re way ahead of me. 
That’s right, the lesson was forgotten. 

This more recent chapter in the Smoker’s Evolution opens at a party. Here, in a dark, noisy house, a bunch 
of boys and girls just out of the twelfth grade are whooping it up. Since graduation was the occasion of the year, 
the order of the day was VICE, to be practiced in as many forms at once as possible. This explained why the boys 
and girls at the party were very spirited (60 to 80 proof bottles supplied the spirits). This also explains why the 
chaperones literally locked the crowd in the living room. 

The drinks circulating left the partakers of same in varying conditions. Some grads stood and talked to 
themselves, others sat down in the middle of the dance area and went to sleep, while others attempted to throw 
their best buddies into the roaring open-pit fireplace. But one guy seems to have simply sat down and smoked a few 
cigars and a pipe, casually noting the persons passing out all around him. 

This guy, I was later surprised to learn, was me. 

Is it possible that tobacco didn’t make that much difference? Is it possible that 50 million people aren’t wrong 
about smoking? Is it possible that I could have tried smoking and lived? Is it possible . . . ? 

Well, I began to smoke a few mild cigars. When one day, as I was reading a copy of Esquire, I decided that 

a pipe would be a real going thing to have. Needless to say, I made a big mistake in conjunction with this decision— 
I bought a pipe. 

Now, speaking from bitter (tasting) experience, I can say that a pipe can give you a lot to choke about. But it 
is also one of the most difficult utensils ever involved in the process of smoking. Still, a pipe can be used with dif¬ 

ferent tobacco blends, and thus can give the user variety along with the smoke in his eyes. 

Pipe smoking was evidently invented by the Rockefellers and Vanderbilts, as an inventory of my accumulated 
smoking supplies shows. In my Weakness (smoker supply) Drawer one should be able to find the following (‘should’ 
because usually one or more of these items are misplaced): three pipes (“Always have one pipe for each day of the 
week”); a pipe rack and humidor (“Be sure to store your Kaywoodie in an upright position!”); a pipe lighter 
(replaceable by 5,983 matches every three days); pipe cleaners; pipe reamers; pipe filters; lighter fluid; lighter 
flints; and, assorted ashtrays, usually full. 

Then there’s the problem of what to put into the pipes. Here the pipist gets a break, in that about 20 pipefuls 
of tobacco can cost as little as 30 cents. Some tobaccos have properties which might merit their being sold by other 
brand names, as a warning to the smoker. My nominations for changes in tobacco nomenclature are as follows: 

Asbestos Tobacco, guaranteed to stay lit for no longer than 15 seconds, even in a gale. Old Spaghett, which 
comes from the pouch in four-foot strings. Olde Blacke Tongue, which fills up the stem of the pipe with a liquid 
which could be used to kill trees, which rushes into the mouth in one awakening deposit. Old Bed Spring, which 
refuses to be packed decently into the pipe bowl. And how about Seniority Tobacco, used by men who have been 
smoking for about 50 years. I’m not saying that this is strong stuff, but I thmoked a pipefull onth, and now it theems 
that I have thith little thpeech problem . . . 

So there you have it, the story of my decline and fall into the depths of vice and sin. It might be appropriate 
to direct a message to smokers at this point, like “Repent, brother. You may be next!” Or maybe I should tell the 
non-smokers about the long, down-winding path. But no. 

The crux of this thing concerns smokers: People, when you marry and take your family for country rides on 
rainy days, for gosh sakes, put out the damned cigarettes before the poor little boy in the back seat suffocates! 





Sketch in a rest home . . . 


by Eric Metier 


She lay there pale in the clean bed with carefully executed hospital corners. Her eyes were 
closed. She heard faint noises and felt a trained but compassionate hand on her forehead and 
down each cheek. The creased eyelids lifted slowly, so slowly that the strained movement seemed 
to protest that they could be lifted at all. Her eyes were seen, but they could not see. The two, 
still spots of light on each were frightened; and they seemed to try to hide. 


The loving nurse kissed her and challenged her to guess by the voices who was there. She 
thought and her face was worried that her mind knew but didn’t know. Her daughter and grand¬ 
son, but she could not guess. Did you hear that? What was that noise? Someone knocking at a 
door down the hall. Oh. I thought it was ... I don’t know. A long silence while each person strug¬ 
gled to converse. Did I tell you about the man down the road? No. Oh. He was digging holes for 
fence posts but he got confused and buried himself. And every time he got in with a fence post. 
He identified with it and grew the way the fence posts did. There was a short silence for she was 
trying to find what to say to finish her story and because no one else could know to remind her. 



But he’s not here any more. That’s too bad. Yes, isn’t it. Another long silence. Did you have a 
good dinner? Yes, I think we did. She smiled. They have a hard time with me at the dinner 
table. Really? Yes, I get awfully wild. She tried to Bring a hand out to be held and the nurse 
pulled down the blanket a little so she could. She looked distant and sad again. Brrrrrrrring a 
timer bell rang on a sterilizer in another room. The two spots of light on each eye looked as 
frightened as if death were pushing a doorbell. Or maybe they were frightened because he wasn’t. 


“Who do I see?” 


“Your daughter.” 
“Oh.” 


“And who’s hand are you holding, honey” 
the nurse said. 


“Time’s. Time is . ..” Everyone else tried to 
be the memory she knew she had lost. 

“Of the essence?” Someone queried. 

“Yes. Yes, time is of the essence.” 








EXISTENCE and MR. TULEMODE 


by Barbara Thurman 

“Remember me, Mr. Tulemonde? Ah yes, I was sure you would. Why I might as well 
be your very existence wouldn't you say? Nice evening isn't it? The smell of all that warm 
food—Italian and Chinese, steaks and sauerkraut—enfolding all those buildings below. Kind 
of pretty aren't they, the buildings I mean, all sort of settled and resting in the tangerine 
haze of early evening. Not many individual people are walking there; just car after car stop¬ 
ping for an instant by that stop sign down there below the tar and gravel of the roofs. 
Stopping for an instant and then hurrying on for home. 

“Today must have been at least five degrees hotter in the cannery than yesterday, 
wouldn't you say, Mr. Tulemonde? Maybe even ten degrees, hmm? All that sweat and sticki¬ 
ness. The stupid blowflies circling endlessly as though they were lost in some imaginary 
desert of their own creation; stupid flies circling and complaining as if Man should be able 
to do something about conditions. 

“And now the evening. Ah, the beautiful consolation of day moving into coolness. All 
existence is just a pleasant warmth isn't it, and day is nearly forgotten. It's a time to forget 
about how tomorrow will be again; how you and all the rest of the workers who love and 
hate, who want to make the best of themselves, or are too busy worrying about themselves 
to bother, will all go back to the cannery and sit selecting and rejecting and labeling. So just 
lay that Book of the Month Club edition of condensations aside; there on the table with 
those half-read copies of Mickey Spillaine and Earle Stanley Gardner. That's right just 
lean back from the window, close your eyes and take it all in—the smell of the food, the 
awareness of that short lived breeze, and the memories of what it was like when you had 
enough physical stamina to do all you want to do now, and enough lack of common out¬ 
look—ok, ok, we'll call it reason—to believe it would be a waste of time. 




“It's a time to look at that watch on your wrist, Mr. Tulemonde, and remember how 
you used to want to grow up so you could go into the army and make yourself a war hero. 
Somehow you just didn’t kill enough men did you; but then didn’t someone once tell you 
those medals were all a matter of who you knew up in the big brass anyway? Surely that 
must have been the reason you got left out. . . probably be too old the next war. Damned 
luck. 

“Remember how it was before you knew all the world was out to make a fast buck 
and protect their own interests; before you knew how it was outside the walls of a youthful 
country-type existence—walls formed of mental blocks within which you can realize a beau¬ 
tiful escape into memories. What an ideal world it was: a battered comic book dropped onto 
the next to the bottom step, forgotten in play of more interest. The big house rising with 
self-dignity over the surrounding orchards, the greens and browns of the back orchard re¬ 
flecting in the wavered glass of the rain and dust streaked windows. Just south of the back 
door a lemon tree with the scrapings on the trunk and broken twigs underneath telling of 
numerous climbs after its golden fruit. Repeated attacks by neighborhood youngsters as you 
used to play war had prostrated most of the semi-flowering bushes until they clung like 
splatterings of crushed, warm fruit pies against the peeling boards of the basement. 

“In winter the branches of the walnut trees used to extend for miles, their branches 
spread open as if waiting for God to fill their finger-like appendages so they could offer 
shade to the young fruit. Then during the summer the mature fruit would drop from the 
trees and everyone would put tray after tray in the hot sun until all the moisture was 
removed from inside the shells. 

“Yes, Mr. Tulemonde, childhood was quite a time, but then time is timeless, and is the 
past really so different from the future? 

“Ah, that cool breeze really does feel good doesn’t it? But then tomorrow the heat will 
rise again, just like it did yesterday, and the day before, and the day before that. And tomor¬ 
row you will go back to labeling; and Sunday you will go to Church and anxiously learn how 
God is a part of you, and you will return happy in the thought that God is you and God is 
powerful. And Monday you’ll read the newspaper and hate those whom it is politically 
stylish to hate—Russia today, France tomorrow. And Wednesday you’ll begin to read the 
nineteenth in a series of internationally syndicated articles saying 'you don’t have to con¬ 
form; all you need to do is what you believe is right.’ 

“So for now, Mr. Tulemonde, just lean back and relax, and think and remember, and 
try to lose yourself as you go off to sleep. After all, all dreams are only self-made aren’t they? 
Well, pleasant dreams.” 





NOTHING IN PARTICULAR 


President Kennedy is doing a fine job in office. I look forward to his defeat in in 1964. A millionaire Repub¬ 
lican can run the country into debt just as fast as a Kennedy. 

Any nation which refuses to accept birth control information should not get a penny from the foreign aid fund. 

The topless bathing suit (to be displayed later this year by the fashion industry) is a wonderful innovation. 
Now beauty contestants cannot cheat in the Miss Universe Pageant. 

What’s wrong with women? They spend too much time on trivial details. One of the loveliest looking coeds 
at SRJC does not wear lipstick. She dresses well, within her means, and instead of becoming an advertisement for 
cosmetics, changes her hair-do. Frankly, I am quite impressed indeed. Her philosophy, I believe (we never met) 
bears out a little known truth: beauty does not have to be camouflaged. 

The all digit dialing system is absurd. If your house is burning up, it may take you ten minutes to get the 
fire department. Progress? 

Want to sue someone for slander? All you need do is put up a $500 bond. You—not the person you’re suing. 
This is why most slander suits are settled out of court, otherwise it’s too expensive. 

Do flying saucers exist? 

Irony. In movies cavemen are seen battling dinosaurs. They vanished 50,000 years before man was even born. 

Suppose you knew that a nuclear war would occur and had time to make one phone call, who would you call? 

Worse verse. Roses are red, violets blue. Ask a girl fo a kiss on her first date—pity you. 

Getting away from it all—to where? A geographer reports that there are parts of Los Angeles that aren’t on 
the map. 


The bushmen of Australia still live as their ancestors did since the dawn of creation. How was your day today? 


Irony. Some years ago, when the Davey Crockett fad reached its height, a sun glasses manufacturer hopped 
on the bandwagon. Davey Crockett never wore sun glasses. 


Physics problem? If you could drill a tunnel through 
the earth to the other side and dropped a marble, where 
would it go? 

Life among the rich. Story is told in Fortune magazine 
of a multimillionaire who was driving down the highway one 
day. He came upon a “Men and equipment working” sign. He 
told the workman who he was and to move the sign. The 
fellow didn’t. The multimillionaire thought so highly of his 
attitude that he gave him a $100 bill. 

With two billion to spare, the world’s richest man, Jean 
Paul Getty, guards every nickel like it’s gold. 

“There is still time, brother.” Scientists estimate the 
world is good for 10 billion years. 

Why men leave their wives: mother-in-law trouble. The 
jokes concerning the mother-in-law are more true to life than 
most people thought. 

It is not true that Mrs. Kennedy will enter her horse in 
the Kentucky Derby. 



. . . George McBride 




THE AESTHETIC EXPERIENCE 


It was brooding between us, that thought of futility that as it was the 
next day, and still the weather was as foul as when we had taken up our 
instruments; the only change between now and then, no doubt due to our 
restlessness, must be the way we had begun to play so poorly. 

The air was stale and it was as cold within as without and so as every¬ 
thing leads outdoors, gathering our equipment and a lantern we slipped out. 
We were drowned in an immense obscurity. After stumbling some distance, 
someone dropped the lantern and it rolled away and its light becoming smaller 
disappeared as did our path. The chill took our breath and the wind our 
words, yet our instruments were still hanging by our sides. “This is un¬ 
thought of,” was screamed by one of the company to no avail. There was no 
retreat. We had begun following the fool, not who knew the way as we sup¬ 
posed, but the one who must have convinced us to go on this walk. At last he 
too was lost. We rested in a wet thicket. We then tried to orient ourselves 
even to chewing on the twigs, but it was no use, they were as bitter as ashes 
and like nothing we knew. When we were quite miserable it slowly began to 
lighten a bit. Eagerly we looked about trying to place ourselves in some 
familiar environment. 

We began to sense how utterly lost we had become and to draw irrele¬ 
vant conclusions. One of which prompted us to begin to play as we yet had 
our instruments and as we continued to play we were pleased to note how 
exquisite our music was becoming and we were determined to continue play¬ 
ing until we felt like groping about again or someone found us. 


Jim Curtis 








WALK IN THE NIGHT 


A funny old man walks down the street. Tin cup in one hand, cane in 
other. By him run three children and myriad rain drops. Behind are countless 
couples standing beneath both clear and dim street lamps. 

Around a corner comes a truck, the driver busily Damning people in gen¬ 
eral, though more specifically his kids and their roller skates. As the old one’s 
gaze turns upward to the now falling snow, his ribs feel an impact. “Silly 
kids,” he says. “Oh well, I used to have snow fights myself.” Then as the sky 
suddenly changes to the under side of a truck, he hums, “ ’Tis the season 
to be jolly ...” 

The tin cup lies strangely flattened; while one of the more daring young 
onlookers snatches the cane for a new flag staff . . . 

And far off, over the traffic and tenement roofs the Salvation Army 
strikes up “Silent Night, Holy Night . . .” 


Tony Fedanzo 



WHAT MY GIRL FRIEND SAID 


by George McBride 

Lately, Asa, the United Nations has come under fire from several quarters, what do you think of this world 
body? “The UN has not become what it was meant to be. Instead of becoming a world forum it has become, for 
the East and West, a means for enforcing one's will. The UN has, during recent years, lost more and more of the 
powerful position it once had." Has President Kennedy accomplished much in his term of office so far? “Yes. He 
has succeeded in giving the U.S. back, in some measure, a great deal of the initiative and the striking power against 
the Soviet Union which you lost so very much during Ike's last year of reign." 


“As long as there are such possibilities to negotiate there is yet a bit of hope." A 
God did create this world and man? “How can I answer such a question on which all 
mankind for thousands of years has not reached an adequate resolution? (I want to 
believe in God but I cannot, yet.)" Should women hold political office? “Why not?" 
Hell? “According to the American propaganda Hell is not many meters from Branden- 
burger Thor." What kind of dreams do you have? “I often dream of death." Generally 
speaking, what would you say America's position in the world should be? “The U.S. 
of today should stand out in majesty alone as the protector of Western Democracy. 
Its responsibility is enormous and its worth all the sympathy and admiration of the 
whole world." If you could visit Red China, would you do so? “Why shouldn't I?" 



Do you believe a “Split" between Russia and Red China will become a reality? “The chances for a possible 
schism between the two states have unfortunately been over-estimated by optimistic Moscow observers. But 
the problems these two nations have to solve between each other shall not be under-estimated. For example, the 
great need of cultivable land for China. The lands which cause concern are to be found on the other side of the Rus¬ 
sian frontier of the Far East." Has Sweden plans for building an H-Bomb? “Ridiculous question. The answer must 
be absolutely NO!" Will the U.S.S.R. or Red China rule the world in 20 years? “This is a question on which not even 
the most informed observers in international politics can answer in a satisfying way. The responsibility for not 
becoming so rests heavily on the shoulders of the United States." You like to read Dostoevsky—why? “There are 
many reasons: he discusses the problem about moral questions, the question about 
human value, guilt and responsibility, about evil and good. He describes the persons 
in his books with great precision and knowledge." Is there anything concerning America 
that you don't particularly like? “The (parents) you have to keep up with the Jones’ at¬ 
titude." Does the communist party have political power in Sweden? “The communist 
party in Sweden, has today, five of 381 seats in the Government, by that, the communist 
party is only a picturesque contribution to the Government." Will there be a third world 
war? “I hope not." Which nation will reach the Moon first—America or Russia? “Wait 
and see." Cynics charge Summit Meetings are useless, what are your views concerning 
this matter? 









tears for Toe, so trod upon: 
the giver will lie low 

a supple teat is Toe 
that gaveth of itself 
to Nail warm blood of life— 
an offering of love: 

“milk the marrow of my bone, 
warm blood in me for thee; 
softness sits in waiting flesh . .. 
Some eat of me, grow strong” 

see the pallor come to quick 
and how the crust o’erweens 

a flinty shoot spurts forth— 
Nail, now full, presses on, 
cramps screaming flesh of kind 
and will grow on .. . ingrown 


anononymous 













GRADUATES 






NANCY J. ALBINI 
Santa Rosa 


RICHARD L. BELIVEAU 
Sonoma 


Barbara A. Brodersen 
Petaluma 



DEAN ARTHUR, JR. 
Santa Rosa 



PHILIP W. BOLLUM 
Fulton 



RICHARD B. BROWN 
Santa Rosa 



JUDY C. BADER 
Lodi 



LYNNELL R. BOWMAN 
Santa Rosa 



PATRICIA C. BURKE 
Santa Rosa 



JUDITH L. BARBONI 
Petaluma 



RONALD L. BREDEHOFT 
Santa Rosa 



RONALD S. BUTLER 
Sebastopol 







JULIA K. CARLSON 
Rohnert Park 


PATRICIA L. CANNON 
Santa Rosa 


JEANNINE M. CAMPION 
Santa Rosa 


DIANE E. CALOU 
Santa Rosa 


VERNON R. CUMMINGS 
Santa Rosa 


GLADYS JEAN CRUME 
Santa Rosa 


SHARRON A. COOPER 
Point Arena 


ANGELO J. CATELANI 
Windsor 


DONALD C. EDWARDS 
Rohnerville 


KATHLYN M. DEVOTO 
Santa Rosa 


BARBARA A. DAVEY 
Ukiah 








a 



LINDA JEAN FRASSINELLO 
Ukiah 


GARY J. FREEMAN 
Calistoga 


DENNIS K. FUJITA 
Petaluma 




JOYCE S. FURUSHO 
Sebastopol 


i 






RONALD B. GLOEKLER 
Santa Rosa 



SUSAN L. GOHEEN 
Santa Rosa 


CARLYSS J. GRAUER 
Carroll, Iowa 




JUDITH V. HANSEN 
Santa Rosa 


WALLACE Q. HENDERSON 
Healdsburg 


PATRICIA A . GUTERMUTE 
Santa Rosa 



JANICE A. HODAPP 
Santa Rosa 








ROLAND C. HUDSON 
Santa Rosa 


BARBARA I. JOHNSON 
Sonoma 


CAL B. KIMES 
Sebastopol 


LEAF K. KOCH 
Santa Rosa 




JOHN W. KOEBERER 
Sonoma 





LAURENCE E. LANGNER 
Cloverdale 


JOANNE R. LARSON 
Guerneville 


RONICA J. LEGGE 
Petaluma 



I 

DARREL W. LEWIS 
Sebastopol 


MIKELE G. LOOPER 
Alturas 


SHARON J. LORENZEN 
Petaluma 


JOAN E. MADDOCKS 
Sebastopol 












JIELA MANSOURI 
Teheran. Iran 


JUDITH A. McCRAY 
Santa Rosa 


FRANCES J. MASSA 
Santa Rosa 


LARRY L. MARSH 
Santa Rosa 


KATHERINE L. McDONALD 
Santa Rosa 


MICHAEL D. McGIBNEY 
Carmel 


DIANA L. MclSAAC 
Novato 


ROBERT A. MELLO 
Fort Bragg 


KAREN E. MILLER 
Wi 11 its 


MARILYN E. MORRIS 
Santa Rosa 


JOHNNIE E. MILLER 
Ukiah 


SANDRA J. MORTON 
Kenwood 
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CAROLYN D. PERI 
Santa Rosa 


MARY A. PERKINS 
Santa Rosa 


DONALD A. PETER 
Santa Rosa 


JUDITH R. PONTS 
Fort Bragg 


MARGARET R. PYNE 
Santa Rosa 


PAMELA R. RADCLIFFE 
Ukiah 


ERNELYNE D. RETHERFORD 
Sebastopol 


THOMAS A. RICHARDSON 
Ukiah 


BRUCE S. ROCCO 
Santa Rosa 


GLORIA C. PIERACCINI 
Santa Rosa 


CAROL A. OWEN 
Petaluma 


ERNESTINE J. RAFFO 
Santa Rosa 









CAROL A. ROSSI 
Guerneville 


CAROL A. SAVOIE 
Healdsburg 


SUSAN M. SHAPRO 
San Francisco 


ALMA P. SIERRA 
Santa Rosa 


SHARON F. SMITH 
Windsor 


SANDRA L. SMITH 
Santa Rosa 


DIANE L. SMITH 
Santa Rosa 


DOROTHY C. SIMON 
Mount Shasta 


SHIRLEY O. STANGE 
Sebastopol 


MECHAEL SOUTARINI 
Healdsburg 


David P. Swee 
Santa Rosa 


NANCY E. TAYLOR 
Petaluma 
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JUDITH A. TEUSCHLER 
Healdsburg 


RENEE E. THORNHILL 
Ukiah 


BARBARA A. THURMAN 
Santa Rosa 


STANLEY J. TILLINGHAST 
Sebastopol 










SHEILA J. TURNER 
Petaluma 


ALLO L. TUTTLE 
Boonville 


SHARON D. VARTANIAN 
Santa Rosa 


EILEEN C. WARD 
Johnson Air Station, Japan 



LINDA S. WESTERLUND 
Fort Bragg 


JERRY L. WHITE 
Santa Rosa 


RITA WILEY 
Sebastopol 


HELEN M. WILLIAMS 
Sebastopol 














VERONICA J. YOUNG 
Sebastopol 


JEANETTE A. HANSEN 
MELVIN J. HARRIS, JR. 
JOHN W. HARRISON 
RAYMOND V. HAWS 
KAREN A. HELGREN 
JOSEPHINE W. HILL 
NANCY L. HILL 
WELDON A. INGRAM 
CARL E. JACOBSON 
JOHN V. JEWETT, II 
ROBERT A. JOHANSEN 
FRANCES B. JOHNSON 
RALPH E. JOHNSON 
HELEN J. KIEFER 
IRIS I. KNIGHT 
GEORGE J. KURWITZ 
ROCHELLE A. LAWRENCE 
THOMAS G. LAWRENCE 
DONALD E . LINGLE 
MARILYN E. MALM 
CARL JACOB MANNLE, III 
LARRY R. MARONI 
CHARLES D. MARSHALL 
HOMER MASCORRO 
THOMAS J. McCHRISTIAN 
FRANCES L. McCORMICK 
judith a. McDaniel 
MILDRED L. McGREGOR 


EDWARD A. WOLF 
Santa Rosa 


ANTOINETTE V. ACCORNERO 
HENRIETTE ALBERTSEN 
BYRON L. ALBERTSON 
IRA R. ALDERSON, JR. 
LAVON L. ALLEN 
CHRISTINE L. ANDERSON 
LARRY ANNETT 
ORLANDO ANTONINI 
VISI ARAJS 
EARL R. AUSTIN 
DAVID A. BAKER 
RITA J. BANDIERA 
DENNIS M. BARROW 
GLENN S. BARTHOLOMEW 
KATHLEEN M . BASTIAN 
STANLEY J. BASTIAN 
DARRYL R. BEARDALL 
ELIZABETH C. BIX BY 
JOHN H. BLACKMAN 
ANN L. BLEVENS 
DIANA J. BOE 
WILLIAM A. BOND 
BEVERLY H. BRAGGA 
KENNETH L. BROWN, JR. 
TIMOTHY A. BURNS 
JOANNE L. CAMILLI 
STEPHEN A. CARDOZA 
MICHAEL A. CHIPCHASE 
EVERETT D. CLARY 


ROGER W. YOUNG 
Santa Rosa 

CAMERA SHY 

KEITH C. CLAUSEN 
CAREN COSSI 
GLORIA J. CRENSHAW 
THOMAS D. CUNEO 
ROBERT S. DAVIDGE, JR. 

SANDRA N. DAVIS 
THEODORE J. DE JUNG 
LINDA R. DILLON 
RICHARD A. DOWD 
DONALD C. EDWARDS 
SANDY ERICSON 
ESAMEL A. EWERTZ 
SALLY A. FAIR 
CARLO N. FILIPPI 
MARGARET S. FLYNN 
GALE A. FOSTER 
ALAN H. FOUGNER 
JASON FRANCI 
PATRICIA L. FRAYO 
KENT M. FRAZER 
MERVIN J. GAMBLE 
CARLA K. GARVER 
VICTOR M. GIAMMATTEI 
WILLIAM C. GILLETTE 
ANTHONY R. GINOCCHIO 
JACKIE H. GODDARD 
VINCENT S. GRANDE 
KIT E. HAMBLIN 
CAROL E. HANSEN 


ALLAN E. YEAGER 
Sebastopol 










PHYLLIS W. GWIN 

Ukiah 


GEORGE A. HANNEY 
Napa 


HENRY F. HARRIS 
Napa 


WILIAM E. GALBRAITH 
Northboro, Mass. 


BEVERLY A. BECCHETTI 
Santa Rosa 


f 

KATHERYN J. BRADY 
Napa 


JOAN L. BUTLER 
Vallejo 


RICHARD M. BENNETT 
Santa Rosa 


MARILYN R. EMENEGGER 
Santa Rosa 


GAIL A. BINKLEY 
Santa Rosa 


FRANCES G. FLETCHER 
Healdsburg 


SANDRA C. DUFFORD 
Santa Rosa 










RUFINA L. JACKSON 
Ukiah 


MARY ALICE JOHNSON 
Santa Rosa 


WILLIAM M . HORSTKAMP, JR 
Napa 


DOROTHY M. IZZETT 
Healdsburg 


JULIA E. PAULIN 
Tarzana 


MARY H. KAMEOKA 
Petaluma 


MARILYN T. MARTIN 
Petaluma 


JAMES M. ORR 
Napa 


NANCY D. SANCHIETTI 
Sebastopol 


ZOE M. SHURTLEFF 
Sebastopol 


NANCY R. WADE 
Santa Rosa 


ISAIAH A. WILLITS 
Covelo 









BARBARA E. YATES More 

Mount Shasta 


I 

MAY E. WONG 
Santa Rosa 


curtis l . McLendon 

DIANE M. McMASTER 
ERIC A. MELLER 
ERNEST A. MERRIFIELD 
BARRY H. MICHIE 
MICHELE L. MILLER 
RAYMOND E. MILLER 
SYLVIA D. MILLER 
NITA MILLIKIN 
JAMES A. MITOLO 
MICHAEL W. MORTON 
EUGENE F. NABER 
JOAN R. NAKABAYASHI 
MARILYN NARDI 
LEILANI M. NEVAREZ 
ELIZABETH L. NIELSEN 
JAMES P. NIELSON 
KENNETH W. NOMMSEN 
DIANE C. NORMAN 
JEROME P. O’BRIEN 


SHIRLEY J. PETERSEN 
VICTOR G. PETERSON 
DAVID W. PISENTI 
KAREN O. QUICK 
LOREN A. RAYMOND 
RUSSELL L. READE 
JEAN M . RUBIN 
KENNETH L. RUSSEFF 
GEORGEAN J. SALISBURY 
GARY R. SANFORD 
MICHAEL A. SANTARINI 
MARGARET A. SAVIEZ 
THOMAS H. SCHINAMAN 
WILLIAM A. SCHROEDER 
LINDA J. SERING 
KELLY J. SHARPE 
JIM W. SHELLEY 
DOROTHY SIMON 
GORDON E. SMITH 
JIM E. SNELLING 


. Camera Shy 

EVERETT L. SOLEN 
PAUL H. TERWILLIGER 
ROBERT L. TREMBLAY 
CLETA W. UPTAIN 
JOAN H. UYEDA 
PETER B. WALDOR 
JOHNNIE J. WALKER 
MICHAEL J. WALL 
WILLIAM J. WALL 
SUSAN C. WHITEHEAD 
GEORGE R. WHITTIER 
REMMEL M . WILSON 
BONNIE J. YOUNG 
MONTE B. YOUNG 
LAURA J. ZOOK 
SANDRA D. ZUKOWSKI 


SANDRA L. PETERSEN 







STUDENT GOVERNMENT 


EXECUTIVE COUNCIL 

SPRING 

SEMESTER 








Freshman Class Officers, left to right: Ed 
Tulley, Jane Hobart, Bob Rapp. 


Sophomore Class Officers, left to right: 
Ron Peterson, Patty Guttermute, Joe Birleffi. 


SPRING OFFICERS 


Executive Cabinet, left to right: Bill Wall, 
John Koeberer, Shirley Stange, Bob Mello, 
Bob Skinner. 
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CLUBS 
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Slave sale 


root beer a popular drink among clubs 


IpH 




Where’s that !? *?(?&* hole Fran? 
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CIRCLE K 


at the 


•T. 

A ROARING TIME 




















Will the Flamingo ever be the same? 


New president 
same spirit 


the big “G" et. al. 


on and on and on 



































dedicates school sign 


a brotherhood 


MU LAMDA CHI 














before and after 


t 


Notice: The presence of sensitive or offensive material in this 
archive is not endorsed or approved by Santa Rosa Junior 
College. The college recognizes and regrets the culturally sensitive 
nature of the image contained on this page. The material in the 
archive remains as a historical record. Santa Rosa Junior College is 
committed to transparency, reconciliation, and education. 











A.W.S. 


FALL SEMESTER 
Pat Guttermute, Pres. 
Alma Sierra, Vice Pres. 
Diane Smith, Secretary 

SPRING SEMESTER 
Barbara Broderson, Pres. 
Phyllis Scott, Vice Pres. 
Joleen Clough, Secretary 


VN 










SONG LEADERS 



Left to right: Diane Smith, Mary Louise Palaganti, 
Kathy De Voto, Susie Noonan, Susie Goheen. 


HEAD SONG LEADER 



Up front: Lavonne Allen 


CHEER LEADERS 



Left to right: Joe Birleffi, Chuck Wise, Susie Flynn, 
Jack Lane, Dan Marshall (absent), Suzanne Stashak. 
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WINTER and SPRING 


SPORTS 







Lost to the “All G.V.C.” first team 















Captain Dick Dowd, 

“Most Inspirational Player,” fires the ball. 

















Gray goes for two 


Verges fights for rebound 


Most Improved Player, Barbieri, goes high for the rebound 




















1963 BEAR CUBS 

Kneeling, left to right: Doug Masters, Angus Latta, Bill Schmidt, Ron Leask, Harold 
Mazza, Paul Damgaard, Mike Ervin, Rich Berendsen, Derek Shelton. Standing: Tom 
Holmes, Larry Lengner, Joe Karlin, Jason Franci, Coach Cook Sypher, Charlie Hagle, 
Tom Caturegli, Delmer Lydick, John Walker, Mgr. Ed Prindle. Not shown: Bob Barrett, 
Ed Haskins. 


I 


Right: 

Coach Cook Sypher 
who has had many good 
seasons with the Bear Cubs 


Left: 

“PLAY BALL” 

The start of the 1 963 Season 














Damgaard dives in to make the tag. 


Karlin is “brushed” back. 




“Stretch” Shelton makes nice 
play on throw. 


Sypher talks to ace reliever Larry Lengner. 


Walker is picked off. 


Enemy hitter is downed. 



Below: Holmes puts tag on runner at the plate. 


















TRACK SQUAD 


Left to right, top: Coach Blewett, B. Wells, G. Shaw, E. Brooks, T. Raines, R. Essman, 
M. Morton, M. Brennan, L. Cassidy, M. Gerboth, D. Arthur, Mgr. McClain. Bottom: 
T. Richardson, A. Antonini, C. Pearson, R. Stone, R. Pitkin, A. Savala, D. Turner, J. 
Hoeft, D. Sweeny, A. Beardall, J. Sanguin. 












TENNIS 


GOLF 


Standing, left to right: Bob Andreozzi, Fletcher Greninger, Preston Pauli, Larry Hoilieen, 
Jon Borrette. Kneeling: Coach Chuck Lucchesi. Members not shown: John Vincent, Mike 
McCloskey and Rich Bigler. 








Back row, left to right: Mike Mar¬ 
shall, Glenn Watters, Bob Mastin, 
Coach, Jerry Brendlin, and Dennis 
Murr. Front row, left to rights 
Homer Mascorro, George Stefan, 
Gary Chapman, and Dean Wal¬ 
ters. Members not shown: Bob 
Dietz, Joe Thompson, and Dennis 
Roussan. 




X// 



















































































































5 









ADVERTISING 









The White House 

4th & B Street 
LI 5-3800 


Veale Motors 


Corricks Stationary 

537 - 4th Street 
LI 6-2423 



Smiths Shoe Store 

527 - 4th Street 528 Farmers Lane 
LI 2-7876 LI 5-1614 


1 st & Santa Rosa Ave. 
LI 5-6602 





























Dwight Smith’s 
Men’s Wear 

400 Mendocino Ave. 

LI 5-0676 


Santa Rosa Savings & 
Loan Association 

835 - 4th Street 
LI 5-2525 



The Village Shop 

2320 Magowan Dr. 


LI 5-3121 


Pedersen Furniture Co. 

5th & D 
LI 2-1855 


















Bank of California 

4th & E Street 




Hardisty’s 

4th & B Street 


LI 5-0534 


LI 2-9450 



Petaluma 

Co-Operative Creamery 

730 Bennet Ave. 


E. R. Sawyer Jewelers 

628 - 4th Street 
LI 6-0372 


LI 6-3773 























^ypepsi 
fc / Pepsi 

&/HOB 


te* r f 


The Hub 

533 - 4th Street 
LI 5-0105 


Marga’s Corset Shop 

632 - 4th Street 
LI 2-3941 



Zumwalt Plymouth Center Rosenberg’s Department 

Store 


955 Santa Rosa Ave. 
LI 6-2820 


4th & D Street 
LI 2-1000 































Foremost Dairies, Inc. 

1709 Cleveland Ave. 

LI 5-2442 


Grohe Florist & 
Greenhouse 

1313 McDonald Ave. 

LI 5-3870 



Santa Rosa Furniture 

330 - 4th 
LI 5-1901 


Forsyth Tire Co. 


3rd & D 
LI 5-6260 
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Summit Savings & Loan 

Montgomery Village 
71 1 Village Court 
LI 6-0544 

Downtown Office 

614 - 4th 
LI 5-0680 


J.C. Penny Co. 

490 Mendocino Ave. 
LI 2-2014 



V 

it 


Yaeger and Kirk 

8th & Wlison 
LI 5-3883 



The Fashion 


500 - 4th 
LI 5-3686 
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Hall Bros Drug Co. 

529 - 4th 
LI 2-0423 





Buick 


Niles Buick Co. 

965 Santa Rosa Ave. 

LI 5-6611 





















Press Democrat 


425 Mendocino Ave. 
LI 6-2020 



Empire Drug Co. 

623 4th 
LI 5-0250 
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mom 


TOOTH 

BRUSH 
























Graduation Specials • . . 




MAYETIt 
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Mayette Photography 

3842 Princeton - Mayette Village 


LI 6-5643 



Keegans 


4th & D 
LI 2-5850 



G KfHARDT I1VC 

Largest Automobile. Boat, and Horse Trailer Center in the Redwood Empire 





• RAMBLER • WIllYS JEEP • LINCOLN CONTINENTAL • MERCURY • METEOR • COMET • JAGUAR • AUSTIN HEALEY • 
SPRITE • M.G. • MIDGET • MORRIS • CHECKER • HARDT HORSE TRAILERS • SCOTT BOATS • JOHNSON OUTBOARDS 


701 SANTA ROSA AVENUE • SANTA ROSA, CALIFORNIA • PHONE 545-4 1 00 


G. K. Hardt, Inc. 


The Flower Shop 

531 College Ave. 

LI 6-3465 


701 Santa Rosa Ave. 
LI 5-4100 
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